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The approach of the party had been noticed from
the head-groom's bungalow. The white head-groom,
warned of the advent of something that looked in the
distance like a European, had gulped down his tea,
and was now at his post.
" It is .the Tuan Ryan," muttered the flustered ch'up-
rassy, as Archibald Podd paused on the threshold and
gazed inquiringly at the small watchful figure in a
Khaki suit and gaiters that stood eyeing them.
"What do you want?" inquired the groom.
" You are Mr Broyan, they tell me," returned Podd,
advancing warily. He felt that this was almost worse
than a dog. " You have the advantage of me, as you
stand on your own dunghill. I merely loot in and see
you doing it"
"Now you have done, suppose you go," said the
head-groom.
"It is a pleasant picture, worth coming from far-
away Borneo to observe, sir," said Podd, flatteringly.
" I never see such stables," he added, casting a slow
admiring glance round the square of roughly-timbered
stalls thatched with attap. " The sight of them, sir,
makes me almost wish I was. a horse, sir."
" They are the finest in Singapore," said the chup-
rassy in a low voice.
" Hey!" called out Ryan, "You're Tuan M'Whizzle's
man, ain't you? Who is this chap?"
" Permit me, mister," said Podd, taking off his topee
with a flourish. "You are Mr Bryan of Singapore,
a name well known and honoured by all we racing
men. I am young Mr Podd of Borneo."
" Never heard the name," said the groom, bluntly.